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Phone Tag 


"Hullo, Neko McBrain here. Well, not here, ‘F I was here youd be talking to me and not a bloody machine. Anyway, 
Youve reached the phone of Neko McBrain, leave me a message and Il call back as soon as | can And if this is 


Davey, here's your proof | can record a message under two minutes long. Little bastard." 
Beep. 


"Nek, its Tico. We finished the show about half an hour ago, so Im back at the hotel No plans tonight, so | should 
be around whenever you call back Headed for the shower now, so if you call before twelve or so | won't answer, 


but other than that HI pretty much be by the phone all night: Call me back 


Tico frowned at the phone. This was the third night in a row he'd had to leave Nicko a message instead of 
having an actual, honest-to-God conversation, and truth be told he was getting a little sick of it. Not that he 


blamed Nicko, not really. He was just starting to wonder if he was cut out for a long-distance relationship. 


Maybe starting wasn't the word. This wasn't the first time he'd had doubts, it wouldn't be the last. Nicko had 


a way of making him forget the hassles. 


Assuming he ever got to actually speak to Nicko. 


He sighed, decided staring at the phone wouldn't accomplish anything (and was a bit too teenage-girl-with-a- 
crush for him to be doing, anyway) and headed for the shower. 


"Tico. Leave a message." 
Beep. 


"Kin Hell, love, that is the untriendliest voice mail message Ive ever heard You should change it to Bears will eat 
you slowly if you dare speak to Tico the magnificent: Be a bit more welcoming But where was |? Was | anywhere? 
Huh. Im losing me mind, swear to God How was the show? Is making small talk at a machine weird, or is it just 
me? Anyway, yes. Call me back when youre done in the shower love - and damned if | can get the image of you 


in the shower out of me head You did that on purpose, didn’t you? 


Nicko sighed and dropped the phone on the table, wincing at the sharp crack it made. Dropped it a bit harder 
than he thought, apparently. Right, so maybe he was in a bit of a bad mood. Who could blame him, though? He 
wanted to talk to Tico, not a bloody machine. 


This was getting ridiculous, really. For some reason they just couldn't seem to get a hold of each other. 
Leaving messages back and forth was fine every now and then, he supposed, but bloody hell they hadn't seen 


each other in damn near six months and was a goddamned real conversation too much to bloody ask for? 
Apparently, yes. 


Grumbling about time zones and conflicting schedules and entire fucking oceans separating him from the one 


goddamned person he wanted to see right then, Nicko went down the hall to get some ice. 


"Hullo, Neko McBrain here. Well, not here, ‘F I was here youd be talking fo me and not a bloody machine. Anyway, 
Youve reached the phone of Neko McBrain, leave me a message and Il call back as soon as | can And if this is 


Davey, here's your proof | can record a message under two minutes long. Little bastard." 

Beep. 

‘Me again. The show was fine, nothing special. Its a litte weird fo be making small talk at a machine, but your 
weirdness has nothing to do with that. And of course | mentioned the shower on purpose. You know how | get after 
a show, | wanted to get you as worked up as | am. Call back while Im still naked, make life a little easier for me, 
huh?" 


The previous record for leaving Nicko messages was three in one night. Tico had a bad feeling he was going to 


top that tonight. Motherfuck. 


Tico flopped down on the bed on his back, tossing his phone from hand to hand. Ring. Come on, dammit, ring 


He was focusing so hard on making the phone ring that when someone knocked on the door he jumped about a 


foot in the air. Swearing, he slipped on the nearest pair of jeans and answered the door. 

"lm bored as Hell. Wanna go down to the bar?" 

"Yeah, sure, Dave. Lemme just put a shirt on" Part of him wanted to stay in case Nicko called, but that would 
be dumb. He could take the cell phone down with him, not like he had to sit by the room phone like early on in 
their relationship. 

The elevator was halfway to the first floor when Tico smacked his forehead. 

"What?" 


"I forgot my phone," he said, and hit the button for the floor their rooms were on 


"So? You can go an hour or two without it" The elevator hit the first floor. Tico hit the button to close the 


doors almost before they'd had a chance to open 

| haven't talked to Nicko yet tonight" 

David rolled his eyes but didn't say anything. 

"Tico. Leave a message." 

Beep. 

"HI just assume | didn't catch you before you put your pants back on, since youre not quite the type to go running 
around the hallways bare-arsed Thatd be quite the sight, not one Id want to miss. F you are running around naked, 
you better bloody well have someone faking picures, eh? Well, | should be here all night, so call me again. Third 
time's the charm, right?" 


This was going to get old right quick. Nicko set the phone down on the bed and pointed at it. 


"Listen here. You don't like me and l'm not very bleeding fond of you either, always losing service and dropping 
me calls and ringing when I'm supposed to have you turned off, but let's just work together here, hmm? Ring.” 


Nothing. Nicko scowled. "I see how it is, then. Little bastard." 
He stood up and turned his back to the bed 


Nothing. “Alright, fine, have it your way." He left the room to stand outside the door, counted to three, and 


burst back in, hoping to hear the phone ringing away so he could pick it up just before it went to voicemail. 


The phone sat on the pillow, silent. "Now listen here, you - " 
Nicko. Are you honestly talking fo your phone? 


Well, he - yes. ‘Kin Hell, he was having a bloody hunk of metal. Well. That probably meant it was time for a few 
drinks. He pocketed his phone and headed for the bar. 


"Hullo, Neko McBrain here. Well, not here, ‘F I was here youd be talking fo me and not a bloody machine. Anyway, 
Youve reached the phone of Neko McBrain, leave me a message and Il call back as soon as | can And if this is 
Davey, here's your proof | can record a message under two minutes long. Little bastard." 

Beep. 

"Fuck I knew as soon as | realized | didn't have my phone with me youd be calling Im going to the bar with David, 
but now | do have the phone with me, so call me. And Im just going down to kill time waiting for you to call back, 
so don't not call because you dont wanna intrude. Talk to you soon, hopefully. 

David frowned across the table at Tico. "You look upset." 

"Just tired. Frustrated." 


"Nicko?" 


"Not him, really, just - we haven't talked for a week. And tomorrow makes six months since we've actually 


seen each other." 

"Aww. And you try so hard" 

"He tries hard too, Dave." 

"| didn't say he didn't." 

Tico sighed and took a sip of his beer. "I know. | just - he's trying, and I'm trying, and we still can't get it 
worked out. I'm starting to believe in fate in the worst possible way. Maybe it's just not meant to be, this 
giant motherfucking hassle is just the world's way of trying to tell us." 

David bit his lip. Tico reached across the table, grabbed David's almost-full beer, and drank it in a few gulps. 


"Wanna get fucked up, David?" 


"Not really. But if that's what you need to do, go right ahead. I'll carry you upstairs if you can't walk." 


Tico smiled a little. "Wonderful. I'll go get more drinks." 

"Tico. Leave a message." 

Beep. 

‘Have your phone with you, huh? Bloody Hell, this is a pain in the arse. Keep trying, you'll catch me eventually." 


Nicko growled a little and snapped his phone shut. He reached for his glass, frowned when he saw it was 


empty, and praised himself for thinking to get a whole bottle. 

Refill. Drink 

Refill. Drink 

Growl at the phone one more time. Maybe intimidating the little bugger into ringing would work 
Nothing. 

Refill. Drink 


An arm reached in front of him, the hand wrapping around the neck of the bottle and lifting it off the bar. 


Someone sat down next to him. 
"Someone's thirsty," Bruce said. 
"Incredibly, so if you wouldn't mind giving back me bottle.." 


"Rough night?" Bruce handed the bottle back over, frowning a little when Nicko ignored his empty glass and just 


took a swig. 
"Bloody long one." Another swig. 
“Anything | can do?" 


"Giving me back the bottle was plenty, so thank you." Another swig. A few moments of silence. "Don't suppose 


I've ever told you how much you remind me of Tico." 


"You have. Several times, usually after several drinks. l'm a bloody shortarse with too much bloody chest hair 


for my own damned good, if | remember correctly.’ 


"Sounds about right." Two big swigs. The bottle was starting to blur in his fingers. 


"Something happen with Tico?" 

Another swig. ‘Kin Hell, the bottle was getting awfully light. "Nope. Not a bloody fucking thing.” 

"Then why - " 

"Haven't fought with him, haven't caught him doing anything wrong. Haven't bloody seen him, haven't bloody 
talked to him - nothing. Is. Happening." Another swig. One more - nope, the bottle's empty. Bloody Hell He stood 
up, wobbling a little. "I am going to take a piss," he announced, so loudly Bruce winced a little. "And when | come 
back | expect a fresh bottle to be waiting for me." 

"Hullo, Neko McBrain here. Well, not here, ‘F I was here youd be talking to me and not a bloody machine. Anyway, 
Youve reached the phone of Neko McBrain, leave me a message and Il call back as soon as | can And if this is 
Davey, here's your proof | can record a message under two minutes long. Little bastard." 


Beep. 


"Yeah. Eventually. Right. OF course my fucking phone would ring when | was getting fucking drinks, right? 
Motherfuck." 


Tico tripped getting on the elevator, crashing into the equally drunk David and laughing loud enough to wake the 
entire hotel. 


"Shut up, l'm concentrating.” 

"What the fuck are you concentrating on?" 

"| don't know which button to push." 

Tico frowned at the display. "Uh. This - no, this - wait. No, it's this one. Push this one." 
"| can't push it, your finger's in the way. You push it." 


Tico did, jumping a little when it lit up under his finger. David fell into the wall when the elevator jolted to a 
start. 


"Fuck. Standing is hard." 
"You're drunk, David" 
"No. Not really. A little. Yeah, | am. You too, though." 


Tico shrugged. The elevator dinged, and the drunken pair stumbled out and down the hall, going a few doors in 


the wrong direction before David cocked his head at a set of room numbers and turned them around. Tico 


furrowed his brow at the door David unlocked. 
"This isn't my room." 
"It's mine. You wanna come in?" 


Tico stepped up close to David, looking up at him. The hair framing that face was blonde, and to look up at 
David he had to tilt his neck at almost exactly the same angle he did when looking at Nicko. Similar. Not the 


same. 


He kissed him anyway, tangling his fingers in blonde hair - Nicko's was straight, but whatever - keeping his 
head tilted at that angle. Physically, it was right. 


Mentally.. he pleaded the fifth. 


David groaned into his mouth, nudging the door open and pulling Tico inside. As soon as the door was closed, 
they pulled at each other's clothes - David was wearing a button-down. Nicko liked t-shirts - ripping them off 
and tossing them around the room. 


The phone in Tico's pocket clattered against the wall. He glanced up, but David pushed him down on the bed, 
attacking his chest with a level of enthusiasm that reeked of desperation. If Tico had been a little less blasted, 
that would've set off warning bells. As it was, he just lay there and let David do what he wanted, starting a 
little when lubed fingers slipped inside him. 


He groaned and pushed down against the fingers, David murmuring nonsense in his ear as he stroked Tico's 


prostate. When Tico rolled him over and sank down on him, David's face twisted in absolute bliss. 

Tico tried not to look at his face. If he looked, he'd be able to tell it wasn't the right one. He turned his head, 
trying to focus on the hair, the right-colored hair, but it curled and wasn't the same so he just closed his 
eyes and tilted his head back, moaning as loudly as he could to drown out how David didn't bellow and holler 


and try to wake the entire damned hotel. 


The hot rush inside him set of his own orgasm, and he wailed as his back stiffened. When he calmed down, 
David's eyes were closed and he didn't look quite as happy as he had a moment ago. 


Tico frowned with confusion as he moved to lie beside David. 
You said someone's name, Teek 
Oh. 


OH. 


He had a very good feeling that name hadn't been "David". 

"You should probably get dressed and go, Teek" 

"David, | - " 

"Yeah. You should go." 

"Tico. Leave a message." 

Beep. 

"You sound a bit drunk, love. Hope youre having a better night than | am. Well, its not bad, really, just boring. | miss 
you. Answer your bloody pho - Bruce stop shushing me | am not bloody yelling. Im talking right at me normal - no 
| will not hang up, | have to leave Tico a message. Well yes Ive already said something so | spose Ive left a 
message. Let me bloody finish, though Yes. Anyway. M not going to sleep for quite a while yet, so | should be 
awake if you call me back. No, Bruce, Im not saying goodbye. Because we never say goodbye to each other in 
messages. Cor, Bruce, stop with the bloody questions. We just don't." 

Nicko glared at Bruce. 

"What?" 

| wasn't bloody shouting.” 

"Sorry. Just didn't think you'd want the whole bar hearing you tell him something dirty.’ 

"| wasn't going to say anything dirty." 


"Just making sure." 


Nicko sighed and sat back down on his barstool, almost missing the seat. Bruce reached out and caught him, 
helping him up. 


"| think it's time for another drink, meself" 
Bruce shook his head. "You've had enough, Nick." 
"Thank you, mum. | talk too loud, I'm too bloody drunk. Anything else?" 


"You dress like a blind ape." 


"Kin Hell, Bruce, l'm - " Nicko stood up, presumedly to challenge Bruce to a fight, wobbled, and would have 
fallen over if Bruce hadn't grabbed him and held him up. "I'm a little bit pissed, maybe." 


"Maybe." Bruce stood up and steadied Nicko. "Come on, we'll go back to your room and you can try Tico one 


more time before you go to sleep." 

‘| - okay" 

On the elevator, Bruce hit the button for their floor. Nicko reached out and hit the buttons for every floor 
above it; Bruce slapped his hand away when he reached for the rest. He led Nicko down the hall, thanking God 
he'd paid attention to where everyone's room was because Nicko had no idea which room was his. 

Bruce had to practically carry Nicko - who had started babbling about some nonsense (Bruce had paid 
attention long enough to realize Nicko was blathering about his and Tico's sex life and tuned right the Hell out) 
on the elevator and had barely stopped to breathe - over to the bed, sighing with relief when Nicko stopped 
leaning on him to flop down on the mattress. 

" — likes it when | twist my fingers just so, and | - what the Hell are you staring at, Smiley?" 

"You. Never seen you quite this drunk before, | don't think" Bruce sat down on the bed next to him. 

"Perfect opportunity to take advantage of me, eh?" 

"| guess if | wanted to, yeah, this'd be ideal." 


"Wouldn't mind it too much, to be honest. | could just pretend you were Tico. You - " 


"I know, | remind you of him. And that's exactly why l'm not gonna touch you, Nick Don't wanna see how 


disappointed you'll be when you get sober enough to see straight and realize who I'm not" 
‘Oh. Well, then, you'd best be going. I'm just gonna call him again and go to sleep." 
"Right" Bruce stood up and started for the door. "You know where | am if you need me." 


"Hullo, Neko McBrain here. Well, not here, ‘F I was here youd be talking fo me and not a bloody machine. Anyway, 


You've reached - 
"Hullo?" 
Tico jumped a little. "Nick?" 


"The one and only. And lookit that, | do know how to answer me phone." 


"Good, this was gonna be my last try." 


Nicko stood up, cradling the phone between his shoulder and his ear so he could slip his shirt off. "Well then 
I'm bloody glad | answered" He kicked off his shoes and socks, slid his jeans down, and settled back onto the 
bed. 


"Me too." Tico dropped his towel and sniffed his arm to make sure he didn't still smell like David - not that 
Nicko could smell over the phone, but it didn't feel right to talk to him stinking of another man "Have a good 
right?" 


"Okay enough, nothing special. Drinks with Bruce for a bit, I'll be feeling that tomorrow morning. Lucky he 
stopped me. Nice enough, would've been much better if you were here." 


"| was thinking that the entire time | was with David. We have got to see each other soon, this is killing me." 


Nicko sighed. "I know, love. We'll work something out - at this point even a day or two'd be better than 
nothing." 

"Yeah." Tico turned off the light and slid into bed, pulling the covers over his shoulders, listening to Nicko 
breathe. How bad would his phone bill be if he asked Nicko to keep the phone on all night so he could set the 
phone on the pillow next to him and listen to the even, steady breathing - and occasional snores - of sleeping 


Nicko? "Well, you're probably tired. | should let you go." 


"Oddly enough, | think | am indeed too tired to talk Sorry we didn't catch each other earlier when | was still 


awake." 
"Yeah, me too. We can talk tomorrow sometime, though." 


Nicko frowned. The way things had been going it'd be another week before they actually spoke again. "Of 


course. Love you, Teek" 


"Love you too, Nick. Goodnight” 


